KAI LUNG'S GOLDEN HOURS

From an open shutter the face of the woman Che
looked down in mocking triumph.

The alternatives thus presented were simple and
irrevocable. On the one hand Weng must put
from him all further grief, ignore his vows, and
join in mirth and feast; on the other he must
depart, never to return, and be deprived of every
tie of kinship, relinquishing ancestry, possessions
and name. It was a course severer than anything.
that Wu Chi had intended when he sent for his
son, but resentment had distorted his eyesight.
It was a greater test than Weng had anticipated,
but his mind was clear, and his heart charged with
fragrant memories of his loss. Deliberately but
with silent dignity he poured the untasted wine
upon the ground, drew his sword and touched the
vessels lightly so that they broke, took from off
his thumb the jade ring inscribed with the sign
of the House of Wu, and putting on the sandals
grasped the staff and prepared to leave the hall.

"Weng Cho, for the last time spoken of as of
the House of Wu, now alienated from that noble
line, and henceforth and for ever an outcast, you
have made a choice and chosen as befits your
rebellious life. Between us stretches a barrier
wider and deeper than the Yellow Sea, and through-
out all future time 110 sign shall pass from that
distant shore to this. From every record of our
race your name shall be cut out; no mention of
it shall profane the Tablets, and both in this world
and the next it shall be to us as though you had
never been. As I break this bowl so are all ties
broken, as I quench this candle so are all memories
extinguished, and as, when you go, the space is
filled with empty air, so shall it be."
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